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The music they make seems to come from heaven itself. 
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“Come into our world, \ 
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“All life on Earth participates in 
the dance of Moon and Sun. 

And we, engendered in the oceans, 
feel in our blood the pull of 
our Moon upon the tides. 

We are sunlight transformed by 
trees into fruit and plasm, and we 
are so intimately of the Earth that 


our collective dream is paradise. 
Thus we are moved to celebrate 
the ceaseless play of the seasons 
and to ensoul ourselves, 
landscape and heaven.” 


Poem by Frederick Adams from 
THE PAGAN, Issue No. 1, Nov. 1970 


“If I beheld the sun when it shined, or the moon walking in bright¬ 
ness; and my heart hath been secretly enticed, or my mouth hath 
kissed my hand: this also were an iniquity to be punished by the 
judge: for I should have denied the God that is above.” 

- JOB, XXXI, 26-28 
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THE LOST AND FOUND 


BY FRED H. BERGER & JON VON FAUST 

A 15-year-old boy named Nothing, his smooth 
ageless face darkened by hanging tassels of dyed 
black hair and a world-weariness far beyond his 
tender years - his is the face of melancholy, the 
face of LOST SOULS. Such is the countenance 
which peers with eyes of the deepest blue from 
the front cover of Poppy Z. Brite’s debut novel, 
her supernatural tale of youthful alienation, of the 
yearning for love and belonging, and of the rites 
of passage. Lying in the nude on top of bedsheets 
beneath phosphorescent stars painted on the 
bedroom ceiling, this strange and lonely lad finds 
comfort in the sucking of blood from his own 
wrist. He reads William S. Burroughs, listens to 
Bauhaus, and gets head from a classmate who 
models himself after The Cure’s Robert Smith - 
obviously these are not the traits of a well- 
adjusted teenager. And with the conformist 
demands of home and school closing in on him, 


Nothing takes flight on the highways of the Am¬ 
erican south in search of self and the blood-craz¬ 
ed brood from whence he sprang. 

And then there is Ghost, the sensitive musician 
and clairvoyant, dazzling in his blond pallor, his 
limpid azure eyes windows to a world beyond the 
living. “Who was bom and murdered and resur¬ 
rected inside that skull,” wonders his best friend 
and bandmate Steve. Communing with the spirits 
of the dead and burning with empathy for the 
wayworn young traveler, Ghost’s dream of the 
twins holds the key to the mystery of Nothing’s 
quest. As he related the vision to Steve - “They 
went to New Orleans. Artists put them in films. 
They were twins, and the hip crowd loved the 
perversity of that. Their mirror-image pornogra¬ 
phy was art. They were Donatello Davids, skinny 
and beautiful, not heavyset like Michelangelo’s. 
Androgynous striplings who outlined each other’s 
bones in lipstick.” What could our young writer 
have been thinking of - Gene Loves Jezebel 
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perhaps, those twin pillars of comfort and support 
for a teen outcast adrift in the suburban wasteland 
of Chapel Hill, North Carolina. It is not by 
chance that Nothing resides in the same hostile 
environment, burdened by many of the same 
deviant proclivities, and clinging to the juju of 
heat poets and goth bands in much the same way 
that Poppy did. He is in effect her alter ego, and 
much more; he is the epitome of her erotic ideal, 
“the pale, skinny, smooth-skinned, sharpboned 
boy” burning with desire for similarly beautiful 
and uninhibited youths. 

LOST SOULS is replete with a lurid homo¬ 
eroticism - picture a waifish gothic boy seduced 
at a death-rock club by a blooddrinker named 
Christian who jacks him off as the life is drained 
away, or three naked nosferatus joined together 
by a single steel ring which pierces their erect 
cocks, and all this to the strains of “Ziggy Star¬ 
dust” and “Bela Lugosi Is Dead.” The eros which 
binds this all-male vampire coven also serves to 
initiate Nothing into their unholy brotherhood, 
their ever-lasting family beyond the reach of 
Bible-punchers, rednecks, and the law. Desire in 
the presence of death - it is the stuff of wet 
dreams in black lace and charnel house dust. But 
there is a guiding spirit in all of this, a light at the 
end of the catacombs, the light of self-discovery 
and acceptance shining in Ghost’s pensive gaze. 

With her extensive knowledge of the southern 
death-rock scene and the sensitivity which comes 
from having lived most of her 26 years on soci¬ 
ety’s tattered fringe. Poppy was able to infuse her 
story with an authenticity and intimacy unknown 
in other vampire literature which attempts to 
depict underground youth culture (e.g. THE 
VAMPIRE LESTAT). Although greatly influ¬ 
enced by the Anne Rice-induced vampiric love 
affair with New Orleans, even to the point of 
relocating herself to that “city of enchantment,” 
the author has managed to develop a very differ¬ 
ent mythology. In Poppy’s dark and fantastic 
universe the fanged ones are nocturnal by choice, 
not necessity; and they Do! ‘drink wine’ - or at 
least Chartreuse, that luminous green liqueur of 
the Mardi Gras which the pretty-boy vamps of 
LOST SOULS gulp down like soda pop. Nor do 
they adhere to the traditional vampire’s absti¬ 
nence from food and sex; in fact they are addicted 
to sweets and constantly in heat, devouring only 
slightly more candy than come. Impervious to 
tooth-decay and sexually transmitted diseases, 
they drown themselves in gluttony and lechery - 
call it ‘vampire liberation.’ 


Poppy’s infatuation with the mysterious and the 
forbidden continues with her latest novel, DRAW¬ 
ING BLOOD. It is a tale of ghosts and spirit 
possession likewise set within the haunted pre¬ 
cincts of ‘The Big Easy’ and Missing Mile, North 
Carolina, the heartland of LOST SOULS. Here 
too the central characters are ravishing young 
men who alternately find and lose themselves in 
homosexual relations with one another. In this 
case the one who escapes via the mystical asphalt 
ribbon of the great American highway is Zachary 
Bosch, 19-year-old computer hacker and fabulous 
androgyn whose naturally blue-black hair and 
translucent skin make him the envy of French 
Quarter deathrockers. And of course his eyes are 
emerald green (any relation to Louis Pointe du 
Lac of THE VAMPIRE CHRONICLES?) - after 
all, what better genetic code could a gothic 
vampirephile wish for. And as if this were not a 
sufficiently exalted pedigree, he is endowed with 
a truly remarkable lineage descending from the 
15th century Dutch painter and occultist 
Hieronymous Bosch. 

Only briefly interrupted by a lascivious frolic 
with a boy working at a late-night convenience 
store, Zach’s flight from federal authorities takes 
him from New Orleans to Missing Mile, that 
psychic crucible created in the imagination of the 
writer and placed smack in the middle of the 
Bible Belt. And it is here where the fugitive, like 
Nothing before him, must confront his personal 
demons and find his destiny. It is a place that is 
not so much a point on the map as it is a state of 
mind, and to this shabby, kudzu-shrouded rural 
dreamscape yet another pilgrim is drawn. He is 
Trevor McGee, a 25-year-old artist and sole 
survivor of a family massacre when he was only 
5 and living in an old house on the outskirts of 
town. Twenty years had passed since his father 
had bludgeoned his mother and baby brother to 
death and then committed suicide, twenty years 
since he had set foot in the Carolinas; and now the 
time had finally come to seek an answer and make 
his peace, but with whom - or what? 

In the moldering wreck of what he once called 
home, Trevor would meet Zach, two strangers 
brought together by fate, each in dire need of the 
other; and they would connect with such ferocious 
intensity that, for all its evil, not even the house 
could tear them apart. This gifted illustrator of 
underground comics, this entirely too beautiful 
flaxen-haired Adonis, was by Zach’s reckoning an 
amazing find; but, in the words of William S. 
Burroughs, it was the “algebra of need” so pain- 
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AIDS views safe sex as a kind of living death. It is 
therefore no wonder that LOST SOULS and 
DRAWING BLOOD should have been developed 
as idealized yet troubled depictions of gay life, 
where the fairies are all gorgeous, almost ethereal 
creatures, and the gay-bashers/ vampire-killers are 
Coors-drinking Neanderthals and twisted Chris¬ 
tian fundamentalists. It is a stark us-vs.-them 
world-view forged in the fires of her queer/goth 
subculture experience. 

But what is it then, from the viewpoint of the 
impartial observer, that grants Poppy’s heros - 
druggies, outlaws, and blood-drinkers alike - the 
right to pursue wasteful and destructive lives and 
yet be worthy not only of tolerance, but respect 
and admiration. Is it the Zeitgeist embracing the 
cult of victimhood which compells us to feel with 
acute sensitivity the anguish of Nothing and 
Trevor as they cut their wrists with razor blades - 
a bad habit they picked up from Poppy’s own 
suicidal phase, when she would go to school with 
blood smeared around her eyes and scars that 
everyone said she’d regret, but never did. Or is it 
the author’s patron deity, the vampire goddess 
Kali, who infects us with the desire to join Trevor 
in lapping up the blood and semen from Zach’s 
mouth after punching his beloved senseless and 
then forcing his rude sex past the boy’s battered 

Surely, there are powerful forces at work here 
whereby Poppy’s prodigal sons are made the 
objects of unconditional love and affection. Per¬ 
haps in the case of the playful Nothing and the 
predatory Zach, it is the fact that they are so 
heart-breakingly young which encourages the 
reader to suspend judgment and attribute their 
waywardness to raging adolescent hormones and 
the need to fend for themselves at an early age. 

As for Ghost and Trevor, who lose their virginity 
in the course of Poppy’s fantasies, there is an 
almost saintly, altruistic quality to their love- 
making, bom not of boredom or lust but of the 
deepest empathy and the sincerest desire to heal 
and thereby be healed. Thus beatified, their 
endearment in the hearts and minds of the reader- 
ship is virtually assured. And wouldn’t it almost 
be a sin in itself not to forgive these long-suffer¬ 
ing, weeping beauties with their sad eyes veiled 
by luxuriant tresses, and their silken alabaster 
skin as pure as the driven snow. Who can deny 
earth angels such as these, no matter what wrongs 
they’ve done. It is Poppy Z. Brite’s powerful new 
mythos which sways us so. 

Haunted houses and vampires aside, LOST 


SOULS and DRAWING BLOOD are essentially 
love stories untethered by the puritanical mores 
of Judeo-Christianity, where boy-to-boy coupling 
is holy communion and where marijuana and 
magic mushrooms are the daily bread. It is the 
world of the patriarchs turned on its head, an act 
of Luciferic sedition which Poppy commits in her 
first novel through manifestations of paternal 
incest, and in her second through the murder 
spree of Trevor’s dad and a reference to the 
capacity of the sire to slaughter his offspring; 

“not even in the womb are children safe from 
their fathers.” Nor are they safe from the lyrical 
and seductive prose of Ms. Brite’s provocative 
and compelling brand of gothic story-telling; 
poor babes, they haven’t a Ghost of a chance. 



Having begun her career as a much-maligned 
publisher of an underground high school news¬ 
paper, “The Glass Goblin,” Poppy Z. Brite has 
advanced to the head of the class in the new 
literary genre of erotic horror. A collection of the 
author’s short stories is published in SWAMP 
FOETUS from Borderlands Press, and Harper 
Prism has recently released LOVE IN VEIN, an 
anthology of 20 stories of erotic vampirism 
edited and introduced by Poppy Z. Brite. 
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TEXT AND PHOTOS BY FRED H. BERGER 

Then the liberated Old Ones would teach 
them new ways to shout and kill and revel and 
enjoy themselves, and all the earth would flame 
with a holocaust of ecstasy and freedom. 

The Call of Cthulhu, 
by H.P. Lovecraft 

Do not be fooled by the tranquility of a light 
breeze by which the trees sway gently to and fro, 
for who can say what incubi and succubi are thus 
carried to your bedside. Of this I know well, for as 
I lay upon my pillow in the wee hours of Atlanta’s 
late summer nocturne, the house guest of a maca¬ 
bre quintet known as LIERS IN WAIT, my dreams 
were invaded by a stifling atmosphere that caused 
me to gag and choke. Tormented thus was my sleep 
until, struggling like a drowning man, or one who 
had been buried alive, I came awake panting and 
trembling. Thoroughly disoriented was I, as my 
head was where my feet had been when I first doz¬ 
ed off only a few minutes earlier, and having no 
recollection of this complete reversal of position I 


began to entertain thoughts of the supernatural. It 
felt as though my skull had been in a vice, and my 
tongue was so dry that it fairly cleaved to the roof 
of my mouth. And like a child frightened of the 
dark, I turned on the reading lamp mounted above 
the headboard. The sheer black drapes of the bed 
canopy took on the morbid aspect of a funeral 
shroud through which my gaze fixed upon the pla¬ 
cid countenance of Isis’ graven image, an ebony 
bust situated on the dresser across the room. And 
then the shadows of her exquisite and delicate 
features did seem to shift as if the lamp was being 
turned by an unseen hand. 

My mind, which was unimpaired and quite sober, 
was immediately thereafter seized by vivid impres¬ 
sions of angels, the mysterious Watchers of the 
Apocryphal Books of Enoch, walking amoungst the 
inhabitants of the land of Sumer in the farthest 
reaches of antiquity. For it was here that the Cele¬ 
stials did impart to mankind, in defiance of a divine 
edict, the dark gifts of astrology and sorcery. Next I 
beheld the “sons of God,” as they are called in 
Genesis 6:4, making passionate love to beautiful 
nubile girls with long luxuriant hair, their naked 
bodies on fire with the seed of the immortals - and 
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thus was begotten the savage and magical race of 
giants known in the Hebrew as “the Nephilim.” 

And, anon, my conscious awareness was inundated 
by a racial memory of the Deluge, and I envisioned • 
the overwhelming sorrow and torment of the gods of 
Sumer as their reign of chaos over a depraved human¬ 
ity was swept away in the tidal surge. And like the vast 
bulk of life and substance upon the earth in those days, 
their children, those untamed Titans of old, were 
submerged in the raging floodwaters. After an eon in 
which these giants devoured all living things, includ¬ 
ing each other, drinking blood and casting spells, their 
corporeal existance had been dashed against the rocky 
shores of extinction. Yet, the angelic part of their being 
caused the Nephilim to live on as disembodied spirits 
to wreak havoc and misery upon each succeeding 
generation of the post-Flood era. 

As for the fathers of this monstrous brood, they 
were imprisoned in the mountains and deserts of the 
earth, for great was the transgression of revealing to 
mere mortals the secret knowledge of magick by 
which God himself derives his awesome powers of 
creation and destruction. And greater still was the sin 
of immaculate angels defiling themselves through 
sexual union with “the daughters of men.” I saw 
Azazel, the leader of the rebel band, cast down into 
sepulchral depths and buried beneath a heap of boul¬ 
ders at the foot of the cliff of Haradan in the Sinai 
desert. And there he remains, aware of all that is 
happening in the world above, longing for freedom 
and vengeance, but powerless to rise up from his 
tomb. He is “dead but dreaming” in the words of H.P. 
Lovecraft, who in his Necronomicon mythos de¬ 
scribes a similar demonic clique of cosmic outlaws 
who came to our world in prehistoric times and 
instructed early man in magical rites and worship so 
that he might pay homage to them. And they suffered 
virtually the same fate when a global cataclysm 
plunged their earthly citadel of R’lyeh to the bottom of 
the sea, where they have lain dormant for ages. How¬ 
ever, despite the death-like repose of the old gods, 
they maintain psychic communion with certain groups 
and individuals dedicated to the preservation of their 
primeval cult 

Caught up in this arcane reverie I rose from the bed 
and made my way to the bathroom for a drink, and as 
the cool waters spilled over my parched lips there 
came from behind me a sudden and startling cacoph¬ 
ony of banging sounds. I turned from the sink, and 


saw that several bottles of shampoo and hair dye had 
fallen from a shelf into the bath mb - but there had 
been no tremor, no wind, no physical manifestation of 
any kind that might have disturbed the stillness that 
laid heavily upon the house. Cautiously I made my 
way into the living room where LIERS IN WAIT’s 
Olga, “the Keeper of the Keys,” slumbered blissfully 
with the black-hearted Erik, “Master of the Six Metal 
Strings.” I wished to awaken them, but at the moment 
of my hesitation to do so, I fell under the spell of two 
H.R. Giger paintings hanging on the wall, and I 
thought to myself, ‘from what hidden source of inspir¬ 
ation does this man summon his dark visions of 
creatures and artifacts so alien and worn with time, so 
dead yet somehow alive.’ 

And then I knew that Azazel and the Watchers were 
the same as Cthulhu and the “Great Old Ones” of the 
Necronomicon, and that they were the dream-senders 
who use the hands of the artist to “keep alive the 
memory of the ancient ways and shadow forth the 
prophecy of their return” as explained in Lovecraft’s 
The Call of Cthulhu. The “glorious resurrection” 
foretold in the Mythos is to be aided and abetted by 
human acolytes whose sign is the five-pointed star. It 
is said that this amulet is the only protection against 
the deadly fields of discordant energy which emanate 
from these extradimensional beings who are the very 
essence of the Primal Chaos. And with a sense of 
apprehension I then gazed down upon my recumbent 
hosts, upon Erik’s pentacle tatoo, and realized that I 
was in the midst of “the Servants of the Gods” and that 
LIERS IN WATT are to music what Giger is to art and 
Lovecraft is to literature. Observing Olga’s rapid-eye- 
movement I imagined the tempestuous visions lurking 
behind her serene archaic beauty, visions of an immi¬ 
nent New Age of gods and giants, magic and monsters - 
“The Empire Revived.” And me, at the mercy of flam¬ 
ing telepaths without the protection of a scarab or a 
Cross, or the prescribed pentacle, just a tattered old 
Bible secreted away in my suitcase. Alas, come what 

Woe to the inhabitants of the earth and the sea! 
For the devil is come down unto you, having great 
wrath, because he knoweth that he hath but a short 
time. 

Revelation 12:12 

For more information contact LIERS IN WAIT, 
P.O. Box SS140, Atlanta, GA 30308-5140. 
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TEXT AND PHOTOS BY FRED H. BERGER 

“The Red Death had long devastated the coun¬ 
try. No pestilence had ever been so fatal or so 
hideous. Blood was its Avatar and its seal - the 
redness and the horror of blood.” 

Could this be a reference to the plague brought 
on by divine wrath in the Book of Exodus (chap¬ 
ter 7, verses 19 to 21 ) whereby all the waters of 
Egypt were turned to blood, or is it a grim com¬ 
mentary on the merciless march of the AIDS 
pandemic through the open veins of a proud and 
dissolute humanity. It is neither, and yet it is both 
- it is Edgar Allan Poe’s Masque Of The Red 
Death, that doom-laden allegory of man’s foolish 
vanity in the face of a certain and monstrous end. 
Although set in the 16th century, it is a tale which 
is as timely as it is timeless, for it reveals the lie 
upon which castles of sand are made. And despite 
their pretensions, these vainglorious structures 


are unable to resist the tidal surge of hostile na- 
turn bringing with it the final verdict upon the 
sum total of our deeds and desires. 

And standing atop the keep of his fortress 
abbey, like a dark specter against a chill sky of 
reddish hue, is Prince Prospero, Poe’s supremely 
arrogant champion of falsehood. Thinking him¬ 
self the O so sagacious and generous ruler, he 
invites a thousand lords and ladies to his strong¬ 
hold where they are promised protection from 
that dread blight to which fully one half of his 
subjects had already fallen. Once within the 
safety of its lofty and mighty walls, the courtiers 
proceeded to weld shut all passages of entry or 
exit, and in so doing eliminate the threat of con¬ 
tagion. Chateau Prospero had become a great 
stone condom, and they who placed their faith in 
its impregnability were thus spared the ravages of 
that pernicious melancholy which had followed 
them to its iron gates. 
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“The external world could take care of itself. 

In the meantime it was folly to grieve,or to think. 
The prince had provided all the appliances of 
pleasure. There were buffoons, there were impro- 
visatori, there were ballet-dancers, there were 
musicians, there was Beauty, there was wine. All 
these and security were within. Without was the 
Red Death.” 

For half a year, while the pestilence raged 
throughout the principality and all of Italy, the 
surviving members of the local gentry gorged 
themselves on the hospitality of their gracious 
benefactor whose very name (derived from the 
Latin meaning ‘prosperous one’) was proof 
enough of his capabilities. They were the care¬ 
free denizens of a truly imposing edifice, a 
monument to insatiable egotism and pride, yet at 
its core, its very heart and soul, was an imperial 
suite constructed in such a way as to symbolize 
the metaphysical essence of human existence. 

Poe describes it as consisting of seven rooms 
running from east to west, with each chamber 
characterized by a particular color by way of the 
ornaments and tapestries, and by virtue of stained 
glass windows through which fires burned from 


tripods in the adjoining hallways. 

The eastern-most room was hung in cool blue, 
as was the color of its illumination; the second 
room was purple in its decor, and here the panes 
were also purple. The third apartment was a lush 
green throughout; the fourth was all in orange, 
the fifth white, and the sixth violet. Each room 
shone with a festive life-affirming brilliance, but 
no such splendor was to be found in the black 
velvet and lurid red light of the chamber at the 
western extremity of this hidden and most secret 
place. And in the ghastly environs of that dark 
enigma which was the seventh room, there stood 
a gigantic ebony clock which chimed the hours 
with all the terrible certitude of a death knell. 

It was in the fust six rooms of the inner sanc¬ 
tum that Prospero entertained his guests with a 
masked ball to mark their sixth month of seclu¬ 
sion, and here would be achieved, through wild 
revelry in the midst of stunning opulence, that 
humanistic ideal of transcending brutal reality. It 
was one thing to overwhelm the mind and the 
senses with spectacular costumes, heady wine, 
and delirious music by which to dance one's self 
into oblivion, but for a fortress of the imagination 



“And I looked, and behold a pale horse: and his name that sat on him was Death, and Hell 
followed with him.” - THE REVELATION OF SAINT JOHN THE DIVINE: Chapter 6, Verse 8 
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the Red 


“...there was Beauty, there was wine. All these and security were within. Without was 
Death.” - Edgar Allan Poe’s THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 


to be truly formidable it would be necessary to 
reinforce it with a physical facsimile of existen¬ 
tial truth - hence Prospero’s exacting specifica¬ 
tions for the layout and design of his imperial 
suite. Poe was all too aware of the symbolism 
embodied in numbers, points of the compass, 
and the colors of the spectrum, and using this 
arcane knowledge he created the alternate reality 
by which his aristocratic protagonist would 
deceive and himself be deceived in spite of his 
vaunted wisdom and vision. How often have the 
purveyors of truth and knowledge fallen victim 
to that which they profess to know so well, like 
those diseased of the blood who would tell us 
what is safe and what is not, and yet who suc¬ 
cumb to that unspoken collaboration between 
microbes and the libido. 

The chambers in which the masque was held 
numbered seven, the numerological symbol of 
the universe, of completeness, and of totality. Its 
meaning is derived from the sum of the numbers 
three and four, with three representing the 


heavens and the soul, and four symbolizing the 
earth and the body; and taken together they equal 
the entirety of God’s creation. In Christian 
thought the number seven figures most promi¬ 
nently in the grand scheme of things, from the 
seventh day when God rested from his labors to 
the seven deadly sins to the seven seals of the 
Apocalypse by which the world is undone. The 
kings of ancient Egypt also employed the magic 
of this occult numerology, using it in the design 
of the pyramids which, as architectural interpreta¬ 
tions of the number seven (consisting of a four¬ 
sided base and three-sided walls), were to provide 
the deceased rulers with all they would require in 
the afterlife. In fact, the largest of these royal 
tombs, the Great Pyramid, was considered one of 
the ‘Seven Wonders’ of the ancient world. 

And like the pharaohs before him, Prince 
Prospero had built his own citadel against Death 
itself, never realizing that once sealed within its 
walls, there he would remain. Nor was he able to 
understand that his sorcery and his powers of the 








will could never prevail against so great and 
terrible a plague. And as told in the Book of 
Exodus of the Old Testament, neither the daunt¬ 
less Pharaoh nor his magicians were able to 
overcome the plague of blood which Moses 
called down upon Egypt for seven days. And 
yet, heedless of the fate which befell these 
willful ancients, the princely student of the 
black arts proceeded to arrange his seven cham¬ 
bers from east to west so as to chart the move¬ 
ment of the sun across the sky. Such a configu¬ 
ration would not only follow the cosmic cycle 
dawn to dusk, but would also correspond 
life cycle of birth and death. In this way l 
abbey was established as a kind of univer 
miniature, from which there was no escape, an( 
whoseinner sanctuary was cast in the likeness 
of earth, with all creation containe 
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of human suffering, the message was always the 
same - that the righteous would be rewarded with 
new life and heavenly bliss, while those accursed 
would inherit the “grave-cerements and corpse¬ 
like mask” which were, in Poe’s tale, the sum 
total of the Red Death’s possessions. 

With the mythological archetypes of death 
deities and deadly seraphim ready to rise at a 
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Poe was profoundly influenced by that 
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color by which the plague received its dread and 
terrible name. Although a fictitious affliction 
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people were said to have attended the festivi¬ 
ties, and most notable amoung them was a tower¬ 
ing figure costumed as the Cholera itself, “with 
skeleton armor, bloodshot eyes, and other hor¬ 
rible appurtenances of a walking pestilence,” 
around whom swirled a frenzy of gallows humor 
and nervous jubilation. Even in the shadow of 
such a chilling spectacle as this, gay Paris per¬ 
sisted in its gaiety with little or no hesitation; 
propriety was apparently not on the list of con¬ 
cerns that evening at the Theatre des Varietes. 

And yet it was all fear and loathing which 
greeted the corpse-like apparition upon its arrival 
at Prospero’s castle, for such is the logical reac¬ 
tion of those filled to bursting 
with self-satisfaction and arro¬ 
gant contempt for the forces of 
nature, only to see their fortress 
of illusion shattered in a brief 
moment, their dreams of invinci¬ 
bility tom to shreads and scat¬ 
tered to the winds. That the 
French revelers were able to 
welcome the personification of 
the Cholera with such glee owes 
entirely to the fatalistic accep¬ 
tance of their own mortality, and 
to the appreciation of death’s 
macabre eroticism with its pro¬ 
mise of the beautiful young 
corpse - helpless and at the mer¬ 
cy of all creation. And as the 
cholera masque was one of sweet 
surrender, the masque of the Red 
Death was one of supreme de¬ 
nial, and though they differ from 
the standpoint of perspective, 
both are variations of the same 
theme, the age-old rite of those 
soon to die. 

Let the carnival of carnage begin, 
all hail the Mardi Gras of the 
murdered, Tis the dance of the 
dead - the dream, the nightmare, 
the awakening. 


are today’s veiled and vivid creatures of the 
dance but mere phantoms of a grand illusion - the 
illusion of reckless action without consequence, 
of a love which conquers all, and of the in¬ 
fallibility of good intentions and that little rubber 
sheath we call salvation. And as the prince’s 
guests stir as if out of slumber with the chiming 
of the ebony clock, so now do the sleepers stir 
with the ringing of church bells in mournful 
remembrance. And yet they awaken not, and as 
the last echoes of warning fade into forgetfulness, 
the fatal fantasy of the masque resumes, the 
plague parade marches on with all the fanfare and 
bluster of a Roman triumph. Trampled under foot 



This rite has resurfaced today 
in those circles most at risk of 
the new plague of the blood, the 
millenial terror of friends and 
lovers in passion’s embrace. For 
as the poet refers to his thousand 
maskers as the “dreams” of 
Prospero’s dark reverie, so too 











“...and there was blood throughout all the 
land of Egypt.” - THE BOOK OF EXODUS: 
Chapter 7, Verse 21 

is the sorrow and the suffering, swept into the 
sewers is the loss of a generation of illuminati; 
the banners of victory are raised and a toast is 
made - ‘to transgression, to the discovery of 
man’s most secret depths, to kisses stolen from 
the very core of his being, and to the prophylactic 
guardian of all this earthly bliss.’ 

But the avenues of victory are also the avenues 
of contagion, and like the striken populace of 
Prospero’s blighted principality, fully one-half of 
the brotherhood have already been smitten by the 
‘pestis homoeroticus’ (HIV). And for all the 
tragic courage and artful invention brought to 
bear upon this burgeoning disaster (e.g. the 
annual ‘day without art,’ the AIDS quilt, and 
ACT UP), nothing can silence the cries of young 
men dying nor stay the steady approach of mid¬ 
night. Some call for ‘safe sex,’ as if mere slogans 
were somehow sufficient to prevent passion’s 
inevitable entry into the realm of the scatological. 
There are those who plead the case of monogamy, 
of the ‘life partner,’ but for this it is already too 
late. And what of abstinence, the heavy chains of 
self-denial; to this question the answer is clear - 
it is better to have loved and died, than never to 
have loved at all. The boys of summer have 
entered into a suicide pact signed in blood, and 
until its terms are satisfied in full, let them sleep 
and dream of what might have been, only to 
awaken in the frozen fields of mortality’s bitter 

And when the ebony clock struck twelve, and 
the awful truth was upon them, blood issued forth 


from every orifice and pore, and in 
moments the dreamers fell lifeless to 
the stone floor. The path of the Pied 
Piper has led not to the Promised 
Land, but to a wilderness of loss and 
pain. And here naked lies fair Eros 
nestling in the black-clad bosom of 
Thanatos, the dark angel who came 
in answer to his yearning. Their tomb 
is the bed of love where desire has 
merged with death, and where the 
bones of the divine ephebe, once 
held so tenderly within the warmth 
of living flesh, are made bare and 
exposed to the cold ray of the moon. 
But Isis, the lunar goddess and 
protectress of love, weeps not for 
that love which kills, and it is the fate of the 
errant heart to be taken from the scale of justice 
and cast into the waiting jaws of that ravenous 
monster known to the ancient Egyptians as the 
‘devourer of hearts.’ 

And such was the sin of Pharaoh, who did so 
adore his blessed Egypt, that he allowed his heart 
to be hardened, and with stubborn resolve refused 
to yield to the God of Israel as the plague of the 
blood poisoned the waters, bringing disease and 
death to his countrymen. And even though the 
divine Pharaoh was believed to be above judg¬ 
ment, he may well have prayed that his breast-be 
cleansed of ‘love the destroyer’ which is by 
willfulness and pride made deadly to the very 
object of its affection. In the Egyptian Book of 
the Dead there is a remedy for sin whereby the 
deceased adjures his own heart so that it will be 
as light as the ‘feather of truth’ against which it is 
weighed in the balance; “Set not thyself to bear 
witness against me; speak not against me in the 
presence of the judges, cast not thy weight a- 
gainst me before the Lord of the Scales.” It is 
said, that only by such prayers can the heart be 
freed from the heavy burden of evil doings, and 
thus allow the dead man to be admitted to the 
company of the gods. 

And in Dante’s Inferno, pagan and Christian 
belief are combined to paint a vivid and harrow¬ 
ing picture of the dreadful fate which awaits 
those men who indulge in same-sex eroticism. 

For it is these “violent against nature” who are 
condemned to the 7th circle and 3rd round of 
Hell, where fire falls like white-hot snowflakes 
upon a great plain of burning sand, so that they 
who burned with forbidden desire should feel its 
infernal heat from above and below in never- 
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ending agony. But whereas the sodomites were 
made to run naked in endless circles upon the 
fiery desert, those “violent against God,” the 
blasphemers, were stretched supine on the ground 
so that they suffered the greatest exposure to the • 
blistering torment of their punishment. Prospero, 
the would-be god of his own making and master 
of the black arts, would surely, according to this 
Roman mythology of the damned, find himself so 
denuded, shamefully displayed, and ravaged in 
dark lands as fruitless as the belief in one’s own 
divinity, and as barren as the act of anal copula¬ 
tion. Woe to Prospero, woe to Pharaoh, woe to 
Sodom, woe a thousand times over! And the Red 
Death takes them all at the height of their power 
and glory, at the acme of their vanity and arro¬ 
gance, for such is pride’s unhappy end. *j- 

Right: “The Dance of Death" by Hans Holbein the Younger 




“Sic transit gloria” (so glorious a passage) - the Red Death has the final word at the end of his 
travels in Roger Corman’s film adaptation of Poe’s classic tale. 
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THE RITUAL 



PROPAGANDA VIDEO VOLUME 3 


Diana the Huntress and Hebe, goddess of 
youth and Spring, make rebellious war 
against the mighty Apollo until all the world 
is in flames. Portraying the doomed lovers 
are Ursula Pezdek and Kimberly Westbrook 
in Act 2 of THE RITUAL. 


WRITTEN BY STEFANIE ARENTS 

The ehthonic Spirit, which is the heart and soul 
of Propaganda Magazine, so loved the children in 
black that to them was also given the flickering 
flame of Propaganda Video. And ‘round the 
magic lantern with its sound and moving pictures 
they did gather, to warm their bones by night and 
to revel in its eldritch tales of love and death. 
Thusly did stark visions of witch burnings and 
Nazi war crimes dance before astonished eyes as 
the coital beat of My Life With The Thrill Kill 
Kult penetrated the soft inner flesh of the libido - 
such was the unforgettable experience of Video 
Volume 1. 

And it was through the blood-stained lens of 
Volume 2 that the dour figure of the Vampire 
Lady, Countess Elisabeth Bathory, was seen 
feasting upon fair maidens in a Foetus-induced 
necro-erotic tango of death. And now, with the 
advent of Propaganda Video Volume 3, entitled 
THE RITUAL, the betrothal of Eros to Thanatos, 
the beauteous to the ghastly, begins anew. How¬ 
ever, the lovers no longer find themselves in the 
darklands of The Inquisition or The Holocaust, or 
within the stone walls of a medieval Carpathian 
castle, but in ethereal realms of pagan myth and 

ANTINOUS: A CONCUBINE-CUM-GOD 

Composed of three parts, the title feature 
opens with the true story of a Roman emperor’s 
romance with a comely Grecian youth by whose 
name, Antinous, the 1st Act of the drama is 
known. It is a time of great tribulation, for the 
flood waters of the Nile have refused to rise and 
thus Egypt, the breadbasket of the Empire, is 
parched and barren. Famine casts its long shadow 
across the Mediterranean to Rome itself, and with 
the twin specter of civil unrest rising to threaten 
the imperial throne, the Emperor Hadrian is 
striken with a grave and mysterious illness. 
Fearing that Caesar might not survive, Antinous 
consented to the urgings of palace priests and 
submitted to a sacrificial rite. It was the year 130 
A.D. in the month of October during the Egyptian 
holidays commemorating the death of Osiris, lord 
of the underworld, in the murky depths of the 
Nile. And on the banks of that same river of 
dreams, the lovely young Greek was disem¬ 
boweled with a ceremonial dagger. His was an 
offering to appease the river god who held back 
the life-giving waters, and to give Death his due - 
the lover in exchange for the beloved. Ailing and 
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fearful, Hadrian then searched the boy’s entrails 
for omens of the future, for such was his black 
superstition; and having satisfied his monstrous 
curiosity, he declared the slaughtered youth 
Osiris-Antinous and Savior of the World. 

Grieving mightily, the Emperor created a cult 
of Olympian scale in honor of his bed compan¬ 
ion, and surrounded himself with naked statues of 
the new deity. Yet, neither this, nor the founding 
of Antinopolis, that new and shining city erected 
upon the site of his darling’s demise, could 
assuage the anguish of his bereavement. So great 
was the ardor of this maudlin devotion that when 
Jewish Zealots desecrated shrines and disrupted 
services dedicated to Antinous, the Emperor 
lashed out with unspeakable savagery against the 
Hebrew nation. In the ensuing holocaust of 132 
to 135 A.D., a third of the Jews (no less than half 
a million souls) were annihilated, with the pa¬ 
thetic remnant forced into exile and slavery. 

Israel had ceased to exist, for such was Hadrian’s 
ferocious love and megalomaniacal grief that he 
made of an entire people a burnt offering to a 
catamite god of his own design. 

Although the genocidal outworkings of the 
Hadrian-Antinous affair are not here represented, 
the ritual slaughter, mourning, and apotheosis of 
the concubine-cum-god is powerfully acted-out in 
the dramatic settings of a Roman sculpture gar¬ 
den and a sacrificial altar. The exquisite imagery 
of antiquity and the elegance of the performers 
convey the very essence of the enigmatic rela¬ 
tionship between the protagonists. And portraying 
the object of the Emperor's desire is Propagan¬ 
da’s devourable Coley O’Brien in loincloth and 
ecstasy as he awaits the fatal knife. His gaunt 
alabaster nakedness and submissive languor make 
him a paragon of martyrdom in the tradition of 
the arrow-pierced Saint Sebastian, the beautiful 
young Christian adopted by plague sufferers and 
male homosexuals as a patron saint. 

In the role of Hadrian is Propaganda Video 
veteran Scott Crawford, whose brooding intensity 
is the very expression of the soul of the emperor, 
who is inconsolable despite his miraculous recov¬ 
ery, even as he bears witness to the salvation of 
the floods. For it was not the spilled blood of 
Antinous which offered true salvation, but the 
blood of another sacrificial god and Savior whose 
light was soon to flood the world. And thus 
deprived of his place in the sun, this supine 
pander of the Emperor’s lust would become 
known to posterity as nothing more than ‘the 
crown and glory of sculpture’- a god trapped in 



John Koviak’s theatrical portrayal in THE 
RITUAL is transcendent and mesmerizing. 


stone. A wistful and timeless instrumental score 
provides a richly layered and haunting texture 
through which the scenes unfold. Composed by 
Scott Crawford, the sound-track elevates the 
imagery from the sentimental to the sublime and 
tells a tale of dark desire and mystery which no 

GODDESS: PASSION’S DEADLY FLAME 

Following “Antinous” is Act 2 of THE RIT¬ 
UAL, entitled “Goddess.” The homo-erotic Ro¬ 
man paganism of Act 1 continues, but in this case 
it is from the lesbian perspective represented in 
the portrayal of Diana, the goddess of the hunt, 
and Hebe, the goddess of youth and spring. As 
self-proclaimed champions of womankind, the 
lovers declare war against Apollo, accusing the 
sun-god of ravaging Mother Earth with drought 
and heat, wildfire and tempest. And flushed with 
righteous indignation the goddesses take up a 
golden bow and arrows, and climb the highest 
mountain peak from which to launch their attack 
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against the masculine oppressor. To them it is of 
no concern that it is upon him that all life de¬ 
pends, for why should the proud and strong 
woman suffer the hurt of his cruelty and the insult 
of his charity when the love of a true sister is all 
she really needs. And as the arrows strike in the 
midst of the solar orb, cataclysmic eruptions tear 
the heavens to burning shreds and set fire to their 
beloved Earth. In tender embrace Diana and Hebe 
observe the spreading flames, and although 
surrounded by the blaze they remain placid and 
defiant, unmoved by the mass destruction which 
they have wrought and indifferent to their own 
impending doom. For as the bed of their passion 
was an inferno, so too now is all the world. 

’Tis a glorious misadventure, a rebellion 
destined to fail, and as the daring duo are en¬ 
gulfed in a swirl of smoke and ash, Apollo re- 
emerges in the form of the classical statue, a 
magnificent white marble ruin against a smolder¬ 
ing panorama scortched black by the flames of his 
anguish. The thrill of the lost cause, with all its 
fervent idealism, is captured in its full intensity 
by the musical score. Also composed by Scott 
Crawford, the piece features Valkyrie-like vocals 
accompanied by a rarefied instrumental track, and 
rising together to a lofty summit they plunge 
suddenly into the depths of oblivion. The compo¬ 
sition is simultaneously moving and exhilarating, 
and in conjunction with the stunning visuals, it is 
sure to send the sisterhood into swooning parox¬ 
ysms of giddy pride and wishful thinking. 
SHAMBHALA: PURIFIED IN FIRE & BLOOD 
Surely “Goddess” is a none-too-easy act to 
follow, and yet somehow the challenge is met and 
overcome with the 3rd Act of THE RITUAL 
entitled “Shambhala” - after the Tibetan city of 
legend where the spirit realm meets the material 
world. It was here in this mystical place that 
Buddha himself underwent initiation, and from 
whence the Secret Masters seek to resurrect the 
super-human race of Atlantis through meditation 
and visualization. The Atlanteans had perished in 
the Great Flood, but the symbol of their magical 
civilization, the swastika, survived to become the 
most universal of religious emblems, common to 
pagan cultures throughout history. 

In “Shambhala” the Black Adepts of Tibetan 
Buddhism, represented by the mesmerizing lohn 
Koviak and masked dancers in ritual garb, medi¬ 
tate upon the Antediluvian Age of giants and god- 
men, and by means of the ancient art of swastika 


mysticism call upon the daemonic to purify the 
world in fire and blood. The tantric Lord of Death 
and his mistress are summoned to unleash a reign 
of terror unknown in the annals of human suf¬ 
fering. And as the mystic contemplates the lama’s 
ceremonial skull, the sun-wheels turn, naked 
corpses fill the streets, and a New Age of super¬ 
men threatens to become reality. And in a final 
spasm of destructive force, the great swastika 
upon the stone temple is shattered by a terrific 
explosion; and thusly are the Adepts cast head¬ 
long into the darkest reaches of the eternal Abyss. 
The baleful Sturm und Drang ambience of maes¬ 
tro Crawford’s “Shambhala”composition meshes 
almost organically with the primal power of the 
images to achieve a work of artistic and spiritual 
transcendence. 

Perdition by way of apotheosis - such is the 
course and consequence of The Ritual, of “the 
will to power.” And such is the truth to which the 
willful are blind, be they emperor, goddess, or 
magus - victims all of vainglory and blasphemy. 
Shot in 16mm Black&White film, THE RITUAL 
effects a poignant synthesis of the morality play 
and Greek tragedy, and stands as a 15-minute 
testimonial on a disasterous tendency in human 
nature as perceived by writer/director Fred H. 

CHILDREN OF THE NIGHT; 

WHAT MUSIC THEY MAKE! 

And rising like phantoms out of the smoking 
ruins of this pagan mythos are the enchanted 
sounds and visions of the gothic groups Rosetta 
Stone, Human Drama, and This Ascension. It is 
by their pale and ghostly light that the darker 
corridors of human existance are explored and 
made known. To be sure, these bands are masters 
of the genre, but of particular interest is a lesser 
known group, Deep Six, whose video was filmed 
by Aime Elkins in the old German expressionist 
style. Part somnambulist and part nosferatu, 
frontman Gerhardt van Kamig is truly fascinating 
to behold. And with that, the last strains of the 
closing score fade into sweet nothingness. 

VIDEO ORDERING INFORMATION 
Propaganda Video Volume 3 was shot in 
Color and BW. It has a total running time of 
45 minutes, and is available in VHS stereo 
format. For mail-order information see the 
SANCTUARY MUSIC SALES advertisement 
on page 37. 





g>anttuar p Ulusfa i£>aleg 































Straw bv Tkedff. BERQER ~ A Re'by Wmdy Snow~/anq 























? { SKY |SMARYr/ 













































47 







o sunshine Blin6 o 
















^3? Mephisto Walzl!C 


















































SOPI3 IK. I) 

ISEMPIRE HIDEOUSI 

THE DIGNITY OF FOEEY 

>A DEBUT FULL LENGTH CD 

AVAILABLE NOW 

t 

Barb Frrnza Bccards 
P.O. BOX 656625 
FRESH MEADOWS 
N.Y 11365 USA 

l. 

liillllii 

| Horrible Artwork, P.O. Box 616, Hawthorne, NJ. 07507 | 

STt-upBopLiN lietbp-fs HI 

piiesesics 

nycoNs poR cr>e hollow 

ftjfc* AVorU 

nggiftiU 

.-4 

HI 














THE DANCE MUSIC AUTHORITY! 


I.D.s »Vinyl (yes, Vinyl!) •Cassettes "Video 


HAIL OHO? WELCOME | 

©( 716 ) 883-7040 


t_5 W 

pffiEt 

y C/mata fogue/magajine 


New issue # 6 




52 





























54 
















1 ,j G ! § 


14 Song CD 

$14IN AMERICA 
$16 IN CANADA 
$20 WORLDWIDE 













